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To the Right Honourable 


R O B E RT 
Lord WALPOLE 


Knight of the moſt Honourable Order of the 
B A T H. 


* 


My Loxp, 
r a Time when Dramatick 
Poetry is in fo little Eſti- 


% 


wa \ 
* 


Condeſcenſion to patronize 
a Performance with no bet- 
ter Pretenſions to your Favour, is an 
Inſtance of that juſt Turn of Thinking, 

fit „ and 


mation, your Lordſhip's 


\ 


iv The DEDICATION. 


and Propriety of Diſcernment, ſo much 
to be deſir d in Perſons of high Rank 
and Condition. 

 Poely, of all the Arts, has always 
ſhar'd the peculiar Favour of the Great, 
and Good : Nor is it a Wonder, that it 
ſhould be ſo particularly diſtinguiſh'd 
by the moſt deſerving, as it not only re- 
peats, and tranſcribes their own noble 
Sentiments, and exalted Paſſions, but 


alſo recommends, and excites the Prac- 


tice of them in Mankind in general. 
A true Poet, (which F am far from 


the Vanity of thinking my ſelf) has al- 


ways been conſider' d, for theſe Reaſons, 
as the Advantage, and Ornament of the 
Age heliv'd in. And tho his Cireum- 
ſtances, the Res Anguſta Domi, would 
admit no other Occaſions of promoting 
its Happineſs, his Speculations, made 
publick, were conſtantly look'd upon 
by the moſt illuſtrious Judges, as no 
vulgar Inſtances of Heroick Merit. 
_ TI with, my Lord, for my own Sake, 
that 1 had the leaſt Recommendation of 
this kind to your Lordſhip's Notice: 
But 


-_ a Li cod Lend 


De DepicaTion. v 
But as I am conſcious how little I can 
pretend from Deſert to ſo great an Ho- 

nour, I muſt content my ſelf with my 
Senſe of your Lordſhip's Goodneſs; 
which can admit an Endeavour to do 
well, however defective in the Execu- 
tion, as a ſufficient Motive for your 
Lordſhip's Indulgence. ae 
And here, my Lord, permit me to 
congratulate my ſelf, upon an Opportu- 
nity I have long aſpir' d to; I mean, hat 
of having the Great Name of WalrolLx 
prefix d to any of my Productions: And 
next to that Happineſs, I ſhall always 
conſider, as the beſt Effect of my good 
Fortune, this publick Occaſion of ex- 
preſſing the entire Reſpect and Devo- 
tion, with which, I have the Honour to 


be, 


ö 


My Lad 
Your Lordſhip's, 
N obliged, and moſt 
faithful Servant, 


J. Hewitt. 
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3 ohn Stac ie Eſq; ſpoke by Mr. Bridgwater. 


2 NG has the Muſe, diſcourag 'd and oppreſt, 
In ſecret ſighd BRITANN1A's fallen T aſte ; 
Seen her great Sons negletted, and forlorn, 


And heard the mighty Shade of SHAKESPEAR 


mourn : 
Mell may the Heav'n-bornPow'r her Ills deplore, 
When, her bright Offspring, Virtue, —charms 
mo more: 
When Wit in Majeſty array'd, gives place 
To dry Machinery, and crude Grimace. 


Of Ola, when States their gen rous Care ap. 


[/ 4, 

To 4% the docile World to Virtue's ſide, 

To awe the Bad, to civilize the Rude, 

And teach the nobleſt Science to be Good: 
"Twas not from mimick Scenes, and apiſh Shews, 
TheGrecian Genius with the Drama roſe ! 
Intent on diff rent Arts, their Audience hung, 
Charm'dwith the Leſſons,which tie Muſes ſing ; 
Fir d with their Voice divine,they roſe to Fame, 
And Heroes Souls firſt glow'd with ſacred Flame. 

Oh ! may the falling Stage no Omen prove, 

Of Greatneſs falling, in the Land we love ; 
May we not find it Juſt, to date (rep hence, 


25 of Fall of Virtue, with the Fall of * 5 
ike 
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} 
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De PRoroOGUE. vil 
Like Light, and Heat, in one bright Eſſence 


in d, f | | —_ 

Together both abandon Human-Kind ; 

* The ſame great 1 they both purſue, 

And one but plans, what tother is to do. 

* JWith humble Hopes, and meanly $killd to 

aorite, © 

Our Author trembles for his Scenes to-night ; 

When Tragick Strain, at beſt, but weakly charms, 

Well may a Modern feel his juſt Alarms: 

Tet the Attempt 1 is ſome Deſert, 

And claims your Favour to the Want of Art. 
Fable from private Life he brings to View, 

Agen rous Libertine——like ſome of you : 

No ſordid Vices his high Heart reprove, 

But FaTAL FAL$SHooD, has the Plea of Love: 
Whene er that Paſſion's lawleſs Force invades 

The Hearts of ardent Touths,and glowing Maids, 

Againſt it ſelf, the Soul aſſerts its Sway, 

And Reaſon's Diftates, paſs unheard away; 

Fiercely they run, regardleſs of their Fate, 

Aud find their Folly in their Fall, too late. 
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Belladina, A. young Noble 6 


3 Mr. 22 


Wr Brother to. Eouiſu. C | 

in Love: with: Mr. Marſhall 
Maria." XV 

Menlo Friend to Belladinc. r. Paget. 

Malmot, Friend to Nainford. Mr. Turbut. 


Maria, Firſt 8 to 


Belladins; his * 5 Horton. 
| 2 cond Wife. \ * 
DIY His firſt Wife. « Miſs! Holliday. 


Amanihe, Attendant ho 
| Loui. Mrs. Ie 


Time Twelve Hours———SCENE, of, 
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FATAL FALSHOOD: 


OR 


Diſtreſs d Innocence. 


AT I SCENE I. 


Belladine and Maylove. 


* Manlove! ever welcome to my. 
Soul ! . 
Deareſt and beſt-beloy'd of all my 
2 Friends! 

Bleſs d be the Pow'rs, who have 
reſtor d you to me ! 


Bleſsd be the Morn, which gives you to my 
Arms! 


0 ee 
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2 Fa ral. Fals Hñoop; or, 


How oft I've wiſh d and pray d for your Return, 


Juſt Heav'n can tell. — Sure Fortune ſent you 
now, 


T aſſiſt with Counſel your unhappy Friend. 


Man. Life wou'd be burdenſome, without a 
Friend, 


Coud'ſt thou but view the Secrets of my Heart, 
There, Belladrne, wou'd find a juſt return: 

But ſay, why hangs that Gloom upon thy Looks? 
Thy Eyes confets thou art oppreſs'd with thought, 


This Day, in which thou wert a Bridegroom : 


made, 
Shou'd paſs in mirth and joy. — Manlove, thy 
Friend, 
Who, has been abſent long, attends with plea- 
ſure, 
To pay the Honours of thy bridal Morn. 
Bel Mirth can make no impreſſion on my 
mind; 
For ſince my Life can boaſt no ſolid Joy, 
My Looks expreſs the dictates of my Heart, 
Which is, alas! o'ercharg'd with filent Grief, 
That inly ſwells —like ſubterraneous Winds, 
ColleQing Force, and lab'ring for a Vent. 
Man. I am a Stranger to th'unhappy Cauſe ; 
But let me preſs thee to my Boſom faſt, 
Till thou haſt told the Secrets of thy Heart, 
And eas d thy care — Remember, I'm thy Friend, 
Informing me, you but conſult 2 ſelf, | 
Your Pains, and Pleaſures, equally are mine. 
Bel. Manlove, a Tumult rages in my Breaſt, 
A civil Diſcord reigns! —A boſom War! wil 


Diſtreſs d Innocente. 
Will it not be un welcome to your Ear, 
Ifl reveal the Secret that diſtracts me? 


Man. O Belladine! What can this, Terror 


mean? 
A ghaſtly Pale ſpreads oer thy tim rous Cheek, 
Uncertainty hangs trembling on thy Lip, 
And all conſpire to ſpeak a Mind confus d. 
Bel. Yet I intreat, if what I ſhall relate, 
Shou'd 1 your good Opinion of my Con- 
| du 
You will not raſhly anſwet with Contempt, 
But, like a Friend, with n ſooth my 
Grief. 
Man. If aught you've done ſhould Prove un- 
like yourſelf, 
And your ill Conduct ſhould reproach your 
F ame, 
I muſt, in Juſtice, and for Friendſhip's ſake, 
Condemn the Act, but not upbraid the Man. 
Bel. Hear then, attend my Story 
 Manlove, my Father you remember well, 
Lou knew Maria's too—Malice confirm d, 
And an hereditary Hate, have rag'd, 
Betwixt our Families, for Ages paſt : 
My Love for that fair Maid was ever known, 
And her's for me, which, reach'd my F ather's 
Ear; 


And tho' the was not rich, uncommon Charms, 


With Innocence, and Virtue Join'd, made her 
My Soul's Delight! —What coud 1 wiſh for 
more ? 


In ſecret conyerſe, we exchang d our Hearts, 
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4 FarAL FALSHOOD; or, 
And yow'd to execute the Marriage-Rites, 
When fair Occaſion ſmil'd—In the mean while 
My Father ſent me from Maria's Preſence, 
And then enjoin'd me with his ſtrict Command 
Strait way to wed the fair, and rich Loui ſa. 
Man. Yet, ſure my Friend proy'd faithful to 
his Vows? 
Bel. But hear me on: 
Had you then ſeen thoſe raging Agonies, 
Which ſciz'd my Heart, betwixt my Love for 
her, 
And Duty to my Father, for his cares, 
You wou'd have pity'd my diſtreſs —At length, 
After a dubious conflict of my Soul, 
My Reaſon was too powerful for my Love: 
Submitting much reluctant to my fate, 
I wedded her — with this agreed Reſerve, 
That for a while, it ſhou'd be kept a Secret; 
Leſt Fame ſhow'd waft it to Maria's Ear, 
And kill her with Deſpair—My Father dy'd, 
Which brought me here, to ſettle my Eftate : 
When I arriv'd, Maria prels'd me cloſe, 
She 1aid, th Obſtruction was remov'd, that barr'd 
'The way to Happineſs—and urg'd my Vow— 
I thought a while upon the conſequence, 
But Reaſon now was yanquiſh'd by my Love, 
And I reſolvd —— | 
Man. Reſolv'd !-—on what? 
Bel. To marry her. 
Man. Forbid it, Heay'n !—For if this Tale be 
true, 
Foul Scandal's breath will ſully thy fair 3 
n 


. ˙ 


Difreſs d Innocence. 8 
And render thee contemptible to all—= 
When Reaſon; which fſhould rule the human 

Mind. 1 1 
Flies its abode, and leaves us to our ſelves, 
We differ, only in our Form, from Brutes. 

Bel. This very Morn, to her's, whom I adore, 
The Prieſt, in holy wedlock join d my Hands; 
She ignorantly errs, and nothing knows 
Of other Bonds---'The Crime is wholly mine. 

Man. Unhappy Man !---Sure ſome malignant 
Planet 
* Rul'd at thy Birth, and deſtin'd thee to mi- 
ſery | 
But what do you intend ? 
Bel. To order my Eſtate, and beſt Effects, 
To be immediately expos'd to Sale; 
Mean while, I, with Maria, will retreat 

To diſtant Climes To my own native Land, 
Ne'er to return; --but ſettled there in Peace, 
Will ſmile ſecurely at the loſt Eſteem 
Of cenſuring Men-+--And think that recom- 

pens'd 
With the true Joys of never-fading'Love. 
Man. Thy Story preſſes my dejected Heart 
With Grief. A thouſand ſecret Terrors 
Riſe in my thoughts---Compaſſion ſwells my 
Breaſt | | 
Honour, which ſhou d ſubſiſt in gen'rous Minds, 
And, like the Sun, appear without a Stain, 
In you, bleeds thro' the Wound it has receiv'd. 
Bel. Tell me, am I to blame ?---Was it my 
Choice? 1 * 
| _- Muft 


6 FarAl FaLs HOOD; 1 or, 


Muſt I ſubmit to paſs a Life in Pain, 
I ne'er deſervd from any Act of mine? 
And tho' our Cuſtoms brand it with the Name 
Of Infamy — My Conſcience refts fecure— 
Love ſtands my firm defence againſt the Law, 
And Nature joins to juſtify my Conduct. 
Man. But as our Laws give no ſuch privi⸗ 
0 lege, 
Th'unhappy Man, who violates its Rules, 
Is ſtill th immediate Scorn of ev'ry Tongue: 
Yet, ſince this Action cannot be recall'd, 
My Counſel, I confeſs, is to embark 3 
And tho' to loſe the beſt of Friends, pings, 
Never to meet again, will give me grief, 
I ſhou'd no longer be eſteem'd your Friend, 
If I advis'd your Stay bear reproach. 
Bel. Manlove, thou ſpeak ſt the purpoſe of 
my Soul, 
I now prepare with all convenient ſpeed, 
To leave my native Land- your aid I beg, 
Diſpoſe of my Eſtate to th' beſt Advantage, 
And then provide a Ship Our Time is thort, 
I mutt be gone, before ch'unhappy Tale, 
Is publith'd to the World Manlove, away 
Ihe Secret muſt not reach Marias Ear, 


"I would ſacrifice her Peace, twould turn her 


Prain— 
Hence, my good Friend, Succeſs attend thy 
Kindneſs. 
Man. Lill then, I take my leave, and be 
aſſur'd, 
oe: have 2 Heart that's zcalous for thy ſervice. 
Exit. 
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SCENE Il. 


Belladine and Maria. 

Bel. See, where ſhe comes ; who can behold 

her Charms, 

And not reſolve to think and act like me? 

O thou fair Maſter- piece of Nature's hand! 

Dearer to me, than Riches, Life, or Honour! 

True Source of Joy! Thou all that Man can 
wiſh ! * 

Gazing thus fondly on thy beauteous Form, 

My Eyes convey the Pleaſure to my Heart, 

And give a taſte of more than mortal Joy. 


Mar. Then why, my Lord, am I thus left 
alone ? 


So ſoon forſook—What have I then to hope, 
From future Times ?—If I am lighted now— 
There was a Time, this Morning, when a Maid, 
And Miſtreſs of my ſelf, I was admir d, 

Was courted then with Tenderneſs and Paſſion, 
But Marriage now, I fear has chang'd the Scene. 


Bel. O chide me not, my Love, it was a 
Friend, 


Who, from his Travels, is but juſt arriv a, 


: Has kept me from thy light—F riendſhips dear 


Tie, 
Shou'd ne'er be brohs for that's divine, like 
Love: . 


Love, 4 zn bear but Friendſhips 


Name; 


. Wife's but 4 voter Term ſor female Friend: 


8 Farar Fals Hoop; or, 


I know thou'rt all, my tender Heart can wiſh, 
I ask no more, for many Wives there are, 
Who bear the Name, but want a Friend's de. 
„ 
Mar. I will be all, that Belladine will haye 
me, 
Act with ſuch Care, to merit your Aﬀection, 
And to be call'd your Wife, your faithful 
Friend, | 
And ev'ry pleaſing Name Love can invent: 
But yet, my Lord, excuſe me, when J ſay, 
I fear your Father's hatred to our Race, 
Py Inflint, may revive in you. 
Bel. This is the treach'rous Coinage of the 
Brain, Tis 
Caſt in that Mint, where mimick Fancy works, 
To daunt the great Reſolves of noble Minds, 
Baniſh your Fears, give way to ſofter Thoughts, 
Think not unjuſtly on thy Belladine, 
Believe my Love is artleſs and ſincere, 
And that I live alone for thee. 


Mar. Theſe Minutes thus in tenderneſs em- 


ploy d, 
Diffuſe a general Gladneſs thro my Heart; 
If my Content was over-caſt, with Fears 
Of Woes juſt breaking on me, hearing thee, 
My Sorrows vaniſh, and new Joys return. 

Bel. I cou'd zbandon all that I am worth, 
Forſake my native Country, and my Friends, 
Travel to Climes, where human Feet ner 

trod, 2 


| 'There 
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There, in ſome Cave, where no Ambition dwells, 

Thus, thus to preſs thee to my panting Boſom, 

And then unſeen, unheard, and undiſturb'd, 

Hear the ſoſt Sounds of thy inchanting Tongue, 

And feaſt on each bright Charm that ſhines 
around thee, 


Mar. Then Im as happy as my Soul can 
| with, 
And you ſhall judge by the ſucceeding Tale, 
If I fall ſhort in my Returns to you 
When in ſubmiſſion to your Father's Will, 
You left the Town, and took a Tour abroad, 
A Gentleman—NRainford, I think, his Name 
Of great Deſcent, and rich, as Fame reports, 
His Character in much Eſteem with all, 
His Aſpect fair, and graceful his Addreſs— 
We met, by chance, in Viſits, and at Balls, 
He fell in Love, at leaſt pretended o— 
Perſuaſive Accents dwelt upon his Tongue, 
But yet, to ſhew my Love's as great as yours, 
You ſtill employ'd my Thoughts, and fill d my 
Heart, 
And baniſh'd him, and all, but you, from 
thence—— 
Bel. Confuſion ! 
Rainford ! —Tis not improbable, but he 
May be the Brother to my other Wife: 
Rarnford's his Name And I remember well, 
That his Arrival was expected here; 
What means this ſudden ſadneſs of my Heart? 
CAſide. 
Mar, Why ſtart you thus? 
| e ® Sure 


—_— - > 


10 FarALl Fals Hoop; or, 


Sure of my Conduct you are not afraid! 
Bel. No, my kind Fair, I love thee above 
Life! 
Love reigns triumphant in my raviſh'd Heart, 
Shou d Kings lay down their © a at your 
Feet, 
Shou'd all Mankind combine to court your Fa- 
your, - I 
J wou'd not fear, to truſt you to their Arts. 
Mar. O Belladine : there's Muſick in your 
Words, 
To win and charm, the coldeſt Fair to Fondneſs; 
Who can be ſafe, and liſten to your Tongue? 
VWhe, not tran! ported at the pleaſing Sound ? 
Be ſides, our Sex is form'd by Nature, eaſy; 
Oar Tempers yielding to each ſoft Impreſſion, 
Which, Love like yours, can work upon at Will. 
Hel. Whilft you approve, what your own 
Charms inſpire, 
My grateful Heart will ſtudy your Delight--- 
No more, my Love, retire---A {mall Concern 
Demands my Care, and then I ſhall attend. 
" From this glad! Moment, Happineſs en- 
ues, 
Doubt Mall be baniſh'd ſrom my Thoughts, and 
Peace 
Supply its Place -But be not abſent long, 
I fhalt impatiently expect you. 
Bel. Fear not, my Lite, our happy Hours thall 
pats 
Hencclorth, refin'd by Love, and free from care. 
Exit Mar. 
There 
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There goes the virtuous Pattern of her Sex, 
As fair, and beauteous as the firſt-born Maid, 
My Life, feeds but on hers—- Vet if ſhe knew, 
What Griefs my Love may bring upon her Days, 
Deſpair, (which Heav'n forbid !) wou d quickly 
| end her. 
So, a fond Boy, enamour'd with the Brood, 
Of ſome aerial Songſter of the Wood, 
Sooths in his glowing Breaſt; the feather'd Prize, 
And hugs th' unhappy Fav'rite, till it dies. 
| LE xt; 


SCENE III. 
Louiſa diſtover'd in a Chair, in a penſive Poſe 
ture; ſoft Muſick plays, then the following 
Song is ſung : which ended, ſhe riſes, and goes 


forward. 
SONG. 


JJ Hf endleſs Tears, and Sighs des 
clare, 
Tpy fighted Love, and breaking Heart, 
The little Warblers of the Air, 
In thy ſoft Sorrow ſeem to ſhare, 
And plaintive Notes, like Sighs impart. 
The Roſe that late adorn'd thy Brow, 
And near thee glow'd with brighter Grace, 
And ev'ry Flor, that bloom d but now, 
Their fragrant Beauties penſive bow, 
Sweet, drooping Copies of thy Face. 
C2 
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| 3. 
The God of Love,, ev'n he, thy Foe, 
Unſtrings his Bow, neglects his Dart; 
And ſoften'd with Louifa's Woe, 
Does all his cruel Wiles forego, 
And ſilent, weeps his fatal Art. 


Lou. Muſick's ſoft Charms indulge my Me- 
lancholy, 
Sooth ev'ry Care, and lull my Soul to reſt ; 
Reſt ! did I fay ?---No, there is none for me, 
Content, and ev'ry peaceful Thought are fled, 
And left me to Deſpair---O Belladrne ! 
The Lord of all my Wiſhes, bleſs my Sight 


Once more, and let me hold thee in my Arms 


But here, my with'd-for Meſſenger returns-- 


SCENE IV. 


” Louiſa and Amanthe. 


Amanthe, ſpeak--Say, doſt thou bring me Hoge, 


Or muſt I pine away a Life in Pain ? 

Hear you no News of Belladine? 8 
Ama. Bleſs'd with your Friendſhip, which [ 

hold 1o dear, 

J have been diligent to bring Relief, 

To ſhew, at leaſt, I want not Gratitude ; 

By ſtrict Enquiry, which I made abroad, 

Yye learn'd, that Belladinè is here in Town. 


Lou. Ha! lives he then ?--The News ſtrikes 


thro' my Heart ! | | 


* * t i 1 
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1 know not, which, will move, my Joy, or Grief, 
Ama. What mean you, Madam ? | 
Lon. That he is falſe, Amanthe, falſe, un- 

kind; | 
ut he is blameleſs too--He was conſtrain d, 
But I with Inclination wedded him, 
There is the Bane which poiſons my Content. 
Ama. I'm told, here 1s a Lady in the Town, 
To whom, he's frequent in his Viſitation. 
Lou. That is the Fair, who captiyates his 
Will, 
Or he cou'd ne er have thus forgotten me: 
How long might he have footh'd my blinded 
Love, ö 
By writing tender Things he never meant; 
But to be abſent, two long tedious Months, 
And not to correſpond, proves his Indifference, 
Ama. Forget him, Madam. 
Lou. Wou'd it were poſſible, 
For then I might recover loſt Content. 
Ama. But ſince that Treaſure cannot be re- 
call'd, | 
Let Reſolution guard your tender Mind, 
To make your Loſs as eaſy as you can; 
For know, Maria, is the Lady's Name, 
And wedded to your faithleſs Belladine; 
This Morn was Witneſs to the guilty Scene. 
Lou. If it be ſo, my Ruin is compleat, 
All Things combine to form my Wretchedneſs, 
And J am loſt for ever l. - ye cruel Powers! 
Why was I born for this? O Belladine ! 


Ama. 
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Ama. And can you ſpeak ſo kindly of 4 
Wretch, 

Who thus has wrong d you in the tend'reſt Point? 
Lou. Reproof is juſt---Wou'd I cou'd keep 
from Thought, 

But that crouds on te; and deſtroys my Peace: 
Ama. Forbear thoſe Tears, and wiſely learn 

to ſcorn him, 

Let your ill Treatment rouze you. to Revenge-- 
Lou. Love's fond reſiſtleſs Paſſion pleads his 

Cauſe, 

Thou art a Stranger to the Power of Love, 

Nor know ſt its tender Violence and Workings-- 

But why do I ſpeak ſondly of the Man, 

Who brings this weight of mighty Ruin on me- 

I am diſtracted with Variety 

Of Thoughts, without a means to eaſe my Heart, 

Love, and Reſentment, fire my Soul by turns! -- 

Amanthe, ſpeak--give me thy beſt Advice. 
Ama. JI am uncapable to judge in this Affair, 

But were the Caſe my own, Id ſeek Revenge; 

In ſome Diſguiſe, go ſeek your Brother out, 

You know he's here in Town=-- Then, by degrees, 

Declare your Woes, and tell the guilty Cauſe; 

Your Injuries will wake his Senſe of Honour, 

And rouze his noble Rage to do you Juſtice. 

Lou. But may not ſuch Diſcovery produce 


A Scene of Blood! of Ruin! and of Horror! 


And I but aggravate my vaſt Diſtreſs? 
Who is the Caule ?---Not I--but Belladine; 


His Uſage drives all Pity from my Heart, 


To which Reſentment's growing Fire ſucceeds ;-+ 
Ven- 
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1 Vengeance ſhall baniſh ev'ry tender Thought, 
I Blaſt the unjuſt Contriver of my Ruin, 


And fall, to make him wretched, as my ſelf-- 
; Z Ye tender-Pow'rs receive me to your Care, 
Ve Pow'rs who guard, and guide the virtuous 
1 Fair, 


Let my unhappy Cauſe your aid engage, 
And let him feel an igjur'd Woman's Rage. 


= The End of the firſt Act. 
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ACTI SCENE I, 


Rainford and Wilmot. 
FD) E T me intreat you, Sir, to think 


5 >) no more, 
= Upon Maria's Charms--Alas, ſhe 
knows, 


And pities your Diftreſs, yet cannot help i it, 


Tis Belladine engroſſes all her Thoughts. 


Kain. Fortune ſports Life away, and wantons 
with us, 


She flies the Noble, to attend the Baſe ; 

'The Love of Arms in vain has fir d my Heart, 

For all the Glory of a ten Years War, 

Has now ſubmitted to the Pow'r of Beauty; 

This tempting Fair reigns abſolute within, 

And makes me captive to reſiſtleſs Charms. 
Wil. Repine not thus, Sir, for a filly Woman, 

Woman's a Toy, that pleaſes for a while, 

Till with deceitful Arts ſhe treach'rous proves, 

Then leaves the Wretch, who doats upon her 

Wiles, 
To ruminate upon his Follies paſt, 
And curſe the fair Deceiyer for his Anguiſh. 


Raines 


* 
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Rain. Wilmot, recall thy Speech, hold thy 
raſh Tongue, 

Nor give a Looſe to the unbounded Hate, 

That lurks within thy Breaſt againſt the Fair; 

It ill becomes a gen'rous manly Nature, 

To ſpeak thus roughly of the Sex that charms us. 
Wil. "Tis not in Language— Words are much 

too weak, 

To paint their Vices, or deſcribe their Follies ; -- 

1 had a Wife, you may remember well, 

She was as beauteous as the Morn in May, 

Diftilling roſeate Dews on Fruit, and Flower, 

Was witty, graceful, young, polite, and gay, 

She was poſſeſs d of all fhe cou'd defire ; 

She flatter'd me with all a Woman's Art; 

Loy'd me, ſhe faid, and I beliey'd her too. 

But yet this vain, this vile, this dear Deceiver, 

The tender Paſſion ſhe had yow'd for me, 

Renounc'd---=And grown a Libertine in Love, 

Vielded to every Tempter in his turn; 

Till Death came laſt, and ſnatch'd her to his 
HBoſom: 115 

Cou'd Woman now appear in Angel's Shape, 

Fair as the Hand of Heavn can form it's Crea- 

tare, 
I wou'd not ſell my Liberty ſo dear, 
To purchaſe her at the Expence of Marriage. 


Rain. How different then our Thoughts! Wo- 


men, methinks, 


Were form'd by Heav'n to ſoften rigid Cate, 


To brighten Joy, and mitigate Diſtreſs, 
Tis their Society that ſweetens Life; 


D Were 
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Were but Maria mine, each fond Deſire, 

That cou'd delight my Soul, wou'd center there, 
Mil. My Friend, let her no more diſtract thy 

Brain, 

How many Women to their Husbands, are, 

Alas, no more than boſom Enemies ! 

A Curſe upon their falſe, deluding Arts, 

That oft bewitch us to their ſaithleſs Arms, 

Beauteous without, but all deform'd within. 

Rain. Wilmot, I find a ſtrong Antipathy 
Has edg'd thy angry Wit to ſtrike at Woman; 
But tho'thy Wrongs give Licence to thy Tongue, 
'T*upbraid the Wretch, who baſely injur'd thee, 
Yet thy Reſentment ſhou'd not reach to all, 

But be confin'd to her—that Libertine—— 
The only Cauſe, which prompts me to complain, 
Is my Maria's Cruelty. 

Mil. Nay, you've another Rival in your Love, 
As we now enter'd in the Houſe, a Youth 
Enquir'd of me, if Rainford was your Name, 
HI cou'd tell him aught of Belladine; 

J ſtrait reply'd, and told him, Belladine, 
This very Morn was wedded privately: 
He ſtarted at the Words, his Cheeks grew pale, 
His Eyes ſpoke Anguiſh in Exceſs, his Thoughts 
Were bury'd in Confuſion But recovering, 
He begg'd a Conference, and waits without. 
| Rain. What can it mean: But I have nought 
to fear, | 
Wilmot, you'll favour me to bring him hither.-- 
Will this fad Torment, Love, ne'er leave my 
cart, * | LExit. Wil. 
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But haunt me like my Shade, where-e er I go ? 
By Heavns ! it muſt not be, rouze then my Soul, 
And wiſely make the Tyrant quit his hold, 
Nor weakly ſuffer the corroding Gueſt, 

To prey upon my Peace, leſt in the End, 

The Man, is wholly in the Lover loſt. 


SCENE IL 
Rainford, Wilmot, and Louiſa in Boy's Cloathss 


nil. This is the Gentleman, of whom I ſpoke. 


Rain. You are welcome, Sir. 
Loui. You oblige me—But you may wonder 
much, | | 
At my Deſire of ſeeing you—'Tis true, 
I mov'd it to your Friend—tho' Pm unknown 
To both, I knew you when at London laſt, 
And all your Family — Tis now, I thinx 
Full ten Vears paſt. 
Rain. Sir, it is true Nor have I ſcen it ſince, 
But have been Servant to the Chance of War. 
Loui. From whence, Sir, came you laſt? 
Rain. . From d pain. 


Loui. Do you proceed directly to your 


Friends? 
Rain. Coming from Spain, and landing at this 
Ton, 
A Lady's Charms ſurpriz d my yielding Heart, 
And made me Captive to the Fair-ones Will; 
But ſhe unkindly ſlighted my Addreſs, 


For one, to whom, ſhe was this Morning wedded. 
_—_ Wit. 


a 
* * 
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Mil. See, how he ſtarts, and changes at the 


Words! [ 4[ide, 
Loui. Then I'm undone. LAſtde. 


Have you no Hopes that you may ſtill ſucceed? 
Rain. How can I hope? - when ſhe's no more 
her own, 


But now by Law, another's Right 
Loui. Ways may be found to ſet the Lady 
free. 
Rain. Impoſſible !--Your Meaning is obſcure- 
I'd hazard all to gain her to my Arms. 
Loui. That With you may OF on eaſy 
Terms, 
And do an Act that will reward it ſelf, 
While all the Juſt unite in your Applauſe. 
lil. What means this Converſation ? 
Nain. To me tis all a Myſtery 
May 1 intreat you to explain your felt. 


Loui. Tis eaſy to explain, that Belladines 
A Villain. 


Rain. A Villain !—faid you ? | 
Ii. Conſider what you've ſaid, make good 
your Charge. 
Rain. Fe quick to caſc my lab'ring. Soul of 
Doubt, 
And let me know it all. 
Loui. I hus then in ISS 
When Belladine to London made a Tour, 
He woo'd an Orphan Lady tor his Wife, 
Who, yielded to his Suit His Father dy'd, 
Which, brought him here to ſettle his Eſtate, 
And now he's wedded to another. 


per- 
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verfidious Wretch ! Shou'd ſuch a Monſter live? 


Rain. If Truth and your Aſſertion ſhall agree, 
III call you Brother, nay, I'll call you Friend! 


O then perſiſt, it is the Cauſe of Virtue ! 
# A Villain's Breath infects the wholeſome Air, 


And, like a Plague, ſpreads a Contagion round 
us ; 


Let Vengeance blaſt the Wretch -The Man, 


who draws 


. The Veil from ſecret Crimes, defends Mankind, 
And makes himſelf the Inſtrument of Heaven! 
Loui. But mark, the Nature of the Caſe, re- 


quires 


A ſpeedy Stop—be quick reſoly'd—Prevent 


The Conſummation of their Wedding-Rites, 
Their Marriage then is void--You will thereby, 


Preſerve a harmleſs Woman's Character; 
For tho Maria may be innocent, 

$ She'll bear a Name, ill- ſuited to her Virtue. 
lil. Truſt not the Youth too far, my Friend, 


he leems 


Moſt feelingly to plead Marias Cauſe, 


Beware he proves no Rival. 
Rain. Let me intreat you, Sir, to tell the Cauſe 


. Of this Uneaſineſs--You ſeem confus d, 


Your Looks ſpeak ſome Diſorder in your Mind. 
Loui. Indeed a Burden hangs upon my Soul, 

And, like a weary Traveller, I'm left 

Benighted in a lonely Wilderneſs ; 

Nor can my Eye diſcern one friendly Star, 

To light, and guide me to a Place of Comfort, 

But plung'd ſo deep in Woe, I now deſpair. 


Rai. 
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Rain. Alas, I pity you! 
Loui. But if you knew the Cauſe, 
You'd pity me ſtill more---Shou'd you know all 


"Twou'd rouze your gen'rous Soul Rage wou'd 
prevail, 


1 2 


Seize on thy Mind, and make thee rave, like me. 
Rain. Amazement ſtrikes me! 
If thou art my Friend, or wou'd expe& me thine, 
Inform me of the Danger I'm to fear 
Loui. O Sir, it is a moving Tale! the Thought 
Cuts deep, and wounds me with diſtraQing Pain; 
Lam not what this Morning's Sun beheld me, 
But now am made a miſerable Wretch, 
Loſt to my ſelf, and to the World for eyer— 
But Sorrow ſeizes on my broken Heart, 
And I can ſpeak no more. 
Rain. Unhappy Youth; 
My ſelf, and Sword, are both at your Command; 
You ſeem a Stranger, therefore, I'll aſſiſt you, 
At Peril of my Lite--But now be free, 
Keep me no 4 in Suſpence, but tell 
The Reaſon of your Grief. 
Loui. I hought, by Sympathy, you might 
have found, 
That I'm Louiſa, your unhappy Siſter, 
Wedded to Belladine- and hither came, 
To find him out. 
Kam. My Siſter !--hab ! -- Blinded with this 
Diſguiſe, 
Ist poſſible tis ſhe ;--I know her well; 
O i me hold thee long within my Arms, 


Rea 
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Reprint theſe eager Kiſſes on thy Lips, 
And melt away in Pity on thy Boſom. 
Mil. Now, Sir, a Scene lies open to your View, 
re Sword of Juſtice now demands your Hand, 
To execute it's Will on Belladine 
Both for your own, and for your Siſter's Wrongs. 


" Rain. 'Thou'ſt urg'd a Truth ſo far, that my 
| Heart ſprings | 
. To give its utmoſt Aid in her Behalf 


Shall I look tamely on my Siſter's Ruin, 
D And not attempt to pay her Wrongs with Ven- 
| geance ?—— 

No, Siſter, I'll be Champion of thy Cauſe, 
My Soul ſhall ſhake off its lethargick Chains, 
And rouze at Honour's Call to do thee Juſtice. 
il. Be patient, Sir. 

Nain. Patient 

Lou may as well ſpeak to a riſing Tempeſt; 
Im not that eaſy Fool, that abject Slave, 

Who, meanly crouches under baſe Oppreſſion:— 
Louiſa, if I don't revenge thy Cauſe, 

# May I be mark'd with Shame--and as I walk, 
he hooted by the Vulgar for a Coward. 
Loui. I fear Ive carried my Deſigns too far, 
For in his Rage he may undo us both ; ¶ Aſide. 
beg you, Brother, be advis d. 
= Rain. What woud'ſt thou ſay? 
Loui. Becalmly reſolute, and wiſely angry? 
Let us conſult what Methods we ſhall take, 
In order to prevent their Conſummation; 
& When this is once perform'd,'twill gaul him more, 
Than all that Paſſion can invent. 


Mil. 
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Mil. You muſt be ſpeedy then, the Time drawz 

near. 

Rain. No--I'm Kſoly'd, Revenge mall haye 

its Way. 

Loni. Brother, a Word 
Let cool Reflection teach you to admit, 

That Cowards ne er forgive But gen rous Men, 
Like you, poſſeſs' d of great, and noble Souls, 
Can know no other Way to their Revenge, 
Than firſt to have it in their pow'r, to ſtrike 
The Blow, and then forgive--for Puniſhment. 

Rain. What muſt be done? 

I/il. Your Siſter with Maria muſt confer, 
Louiſa muſt diſcover all, and then 1 1 0 
Upon the Conlequence. 

Rain. You to Maria, I to Belladine, 


Where I will tear Repriſals from his Heart: 
Vengeance may ſleep, and Vice may ſeem ſe- 
cure, 
But when it wakes, its Bolts fly ſwift, and ſure, 
[ Zxeunt Rainford and Wilmot, at one 
Door ; -- Louiſ: , ar the other. 


SCENE III. 


Belladine and Manlove. 
Bel. Have you ſucceeded in your Friend's be- 
half? 
Man. I have not reſted ſince I ſaw you laſt, 
But eager to comply with your Requeſt, 
I have not fail d in my Attempts to ſerve you: 


The Ship lies ready, and the Wind is fair. 30 
el. 


Ws 


Rouzes the Soul, and quickens ey'ry Thought, 
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Bel. Manlove, tis well, thou art my better 
Angel, | | 

All I haveſigh'd,and wiſh'd for, thou haſt done; 
No Cares ſhall now fit heavy on my Heart, 
III baniſh Fear, and be my ſelf again. 

Man. But to Maria, what can you propoſe, 
To make her caly ?—How will ſhe forego, 
Her native Country, and her dearer Friends ? 


Bel. III forge a Tale, ſhall ſooth her liſtning 


Ear, 


And win her to Compliance — She loves me well, 


And readily will join in my Deſign— 


Propitious Fortune ſwells my Heart with Joy, 


And I have nothing more to wiſh : —Yet hold, 
Let me not be deceiv'd—I'm not ſo ſure 
Of Happineſs, as my fond Thoughts ſuggeſt; 
For it the World's acquainted with my Story, 
Farewell Content, without which, Lite is mi- 
ſery.— 
This ſudden Fear hangs heavy at my Heart ;— 
The pleaſing Proſpect, that but now, appear'd, 
To calm my Grief, is baniſh'd from my View : 
I wander to and fro, like one forlorn, 
Seeking for Eaſe, and know not where to find it; 
My Viſage wears the Sorrows of my Soul, 
And tells my Fears to the diſcerning World. 
Man. What has the Pow'r of Love reduc'd 
you to? ; N 
O Love ! what magick Charm doſt thou poſſeſs, 
T'occaſion Man to act againſt his Reaſon, 
And make his Ruin ealy ? 
Bel. Love's a myſterious Paſſion, 


Al 
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Allays the Fire of Vouth, the Savage tames, 
Soſtens the Fierce, and captivates the Brave, 
Our belt Reſolves give way to its ſoft Influence, 
That rules the Victim with deſpotick Power, 
And will not ſuffer him to act himſelf. | 
Man. I muſt confeſs, your Father ſhares the 
Crime, 
That when he knew your Paſſion for Maria, 
He wou d compel you to Louiſas Arms. 
Bel. No mote - Peace to his Soul, 
"Tis done, and not to be retriey'd—therefoce, 
"Tis preſent Safety muſt employ my Thoughts : — 
I muſt from England Now I'll to NM, 
In order to perſuade her to the Voyage. ® W . 
In the mean time, let all Things be prepar'd, 
And think upon thy Friend. 
Man. Doubt net. 


My Diligence to execute your Will. LExit. 


SCENE IV. 


Belladine ſolus ; 


Bel. Now Im alone, and better can employ 
my Thoughts, 
To ruminate upon my preſent Danger 
There is a Check attends on human Actions, 
| Conſcience ! the ſecret Judge of evry Mind; 
1.8 How privately ſoe er we dare to fin, 
+ i - That often ſtaggers our moſt firm Reſolves, 
And ſtrengthens Reaſon to oppoſe Temptation 
My Conſcience ſtings not me-it is no Crime, 
To take my dear Maria to my Arms, 


To 


1 
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To whom, my Heart was wedded long before :-- 
Louiſa's not my Wiſe by Choice, but Force 
A meer Compliance to a Father's Power, 
Only to ſave me my Inheritance 
Had I been diſobedient to his Will, 
He wou'd havedriy'n me out toWant,andMiſery: 
And who, of Spirit, Birth, and gen'rons Breeding, 
Cou'd bear to be ſubſervient to Mankind, 
For daily Suſtenance? Or, meet, perhaps, 
The Frowyns of an inhoſpitable World 
No-=3 had rather chuſe the Ill I've done, 
(Hit he III to fly Unhappincſs) 
Than languiſh out a Life in baſe Neceſſity— 

Had I been born in Aſia's diſtant Climes, 
Whole Laws indulge this Privilege to Lovers, 
I had, at once, been innocent, and happy : 
Byt here, I muſt be forc'd to bear the Sting, 


ſharp Reproach, and Rack of bitter Thought! 


Muſt have my Joys prophan'd with vile Reflec- 
tion, 


And ſadden Miſery ſucceeds to Rapture. 


So, on the Sea, the home- bound Veſſel ſails, 

Bleſs'd with ſoſt Sun-ſhine, and with flatt'ring 
Gales, 

Fearleſs,moves ſwiſt, along ng opening Coaſt, 

Strikes a ſunk Rock, and all, at once, is loſt. 


The End of the ſecond Act. 
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A CT III. SCENE I. 


Belladine and Maria. 


571 LL, my good Lord, you 
leave me to my ſelf, 
Tis almoſt Death to me to bear 


&) your Abſence ; 
: . Will you not ſpeak? — What 
Melancholy s this, 
Which ſeizes on your Thoughts ?—Diſpel ' the 


Gloom, 
And glad me with your Smiles. 


Bet. What can oppreſs me, when my Love's 
ſo near ? 


My dear Maria 
Mar. My dear-loy'd Lord! You wander thro' 
the Houle, 
And traverſe penſively the Gardens round, 
As if your Soul were bent on Solitude, 


And had forgot the Day — You're big with 
Thought, 


As if ſome buſy Care inhabited 

It's dark Receſs, and left no room for Love: 

Are thele the Comforts of our Nuptial-Day ? 
Bel. The Day, indeed, ſhoun'd bear the Face 


of Joy, 


But 
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But that's O er-clouded with a gloomy Proſpect, 
Which, I conſeſs, afflicts my Heart with Pain, 
And but one Gleam of Hope to ſet it free. | 
Mar. Ha! are * alter d then ?. —Do you re- 
pent ? 
O Change of Fortune ! She, who chought her ſelf, 
This very Morn, the happieſt of her Sex, 
Is miſerable now Will you forſake me? 
Bel. What means this raſh Surmiſe, and j . 
lous Thought? 
The worſt of Dangers now wou d only ſervs, 
Tiinſpire freſh Thoughts of Love, and of Maria; 
Glory it {elf is loſt in that ſoft Paſſion, 
And even Pride and Pow'r give way-- but tes 
Mar. What !-—Speak on, 
And let me know the Secret of thy Soul, 
If any Weight lies heavy at thy Heart, 
And wants Relief, diſcharge it all on me, 
I am thy Wife, in whom thou may'ſt confide ;- 
Why ſighs my Love ? 
Bel. Thy Words bearComfort, like a Cherub's 
Voice, 


Fraught with Relief from Heay'n to mi the 
Mourner ; 


Thou art, hat- e er my utmoſt Wiſh can frame, 


And ſhalt not be a Stranger to my Heart, 

But be inform'd of ev'ry Secret there—— 

Know that an Enemy, who, wrong'd my Honour, 
I challeng'd to the Field, and left him there, 

As dead And not above an Hour ago, 

A Stranger juſt arriv'd, came tothe Houle, 

And ask'd for me, 1 fear lome Friend 08 his. 
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Mar. Suppoſe him ſo, I doubt not but the 
Combat | 
Was fair, and noble · cou'd have wiſh d, indeed, 
It had not been, but ſince tis paſt recall, 
Let not that mar your Joys---I cannot find, 
"There's any thing, but his unhappy F al 
That ſhou d oreate Uneaſineſs. | 
Bel. Were tliat the Cauſe, I ſhou d o ercome 
the Fear, 
But hot with Rage, impatient of Revenge, 
The Challenge was in Form ſubſcrib'd by me, 
And when he fell, twas found in his Poſſeſſion; 
Which bears the ſtricteſt Cenſure of the Law, 
The Loſs of Life's the Forfeit of the Proof. 
Mar. Ah !--I begin to fear there's Danger now, 
My Heart ſtarts at the Alarm What's to be done? 
Bel. There is one Remedy to cure this III, 
And only one, which, your Conſent might crown. 
Mar. Ah, doubt not me, your Will ſhall cer 
be mine, 
Remember, who Iam we are bur one, 
Our Hearts united in the Bond of Love. 
Bel. O how ſhall I deſerve this Tenderneſs, 
But I will ſtrive to merit your concorn: 
The Method I propoſe t eſeape the Danger, 
Is to forſake this Land, till Time and Friends, 
May make it ſafe to live in Peace at Home ; 
What ſays my Love to this? N 
Mar. All you wou d have me ſay, and I am 
pleas'd, 
"Tis in my pow'r to gratify your With ; 
F11 fail with you to the World's utmoſt Bounds, 
In you alone, my Happinels conſiſts, 


And 
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ud while our mutual F ondneſs knows no 
Change, 
All Places are alike. 

Bel. While I am bleſs d with my Mari Pre- 
| ſence, 
Thus, thus, I'll preſs her to my panting Boſow, 
And thus, in eager haſte, devour her Kiſſes; 


Love ſhall employ my happy Hours with thee, 
And baniſh evry Doubt, that wrongs my Heart. 


Mar. Is this to doubt, to ſpeak thus tenderly ? 


No, my dear Lord, the grateful Pangs I feel, 
Can witneſs I believe your Vows ſincere. 
Ils it a Crime to ſhare in your Diſtreſs, 
And ſigh, when you are ſad ? 

Bel. Let that be baniſh'd from your Thoughts 
for ever; 
Think of our Happineſs to come the future, 
Will be a Circle of Delight, and Rapture, 
Jo make us Reſtitution, for the Pains _ 
We've felt, and ev'ry fad Diſaſter paſt. 


Mar. O may this pleafing View of Happineſs, 


& Prove no Illuſion, but continue kind. 

Bel. Fear not, my Love, it ever ſhall be fo, 
Il now away, and ſummon all our Friends, 

To celebrate this Night with Mirth and Joy, 
And then proceed on our intended Voyage; 
This Kiſs,and then How ſlow the Minutes pals, 
Which, bar me from thy Beauties! Exit. 


SCENE 


' 
ö 
| 
' 
N 
N 
N 
' 
|| 


2 ooo er rn or o—_—_——_—_ ” 


* 

"ih , 

: ns > ů 
— . 


I — — — . . On 3 EE" 
Re. ; = — — — - — — 


32 Parat Fats uoο⁰g or, 


SCENE I. 


Maria and Scrvant.; 


Ser. Madam, a Gentleman arriv d from London, 
Deſires you'll give him leave to ſpeak with you, 
The Buſineſs, which, he comes about, heſays, 
Cancerns you nearly. = 

Mar. Admit him. Ex. Servant. 
Perhaps, the ſame, who ſought wy Belladine. 


SCENE III. 


Maria and Louth; / 
Lon. Many, I know, have paid their Compli- 
ments, 
And wifh'd you Joy, Heay'n grant you mils it not. 
Mar. 'This, from a Stranger, Sir, deſerves my 
Thanks. 
Lou. A married State's a Bleſſing, or a Curſe, 
Like Games of ee where Fortune gives. the 
Prize, 
To one, amongſt a Multitude that fail. 
Mar. Vou give me, Sir, but ſmall Encourage- 
ment, 
And ſeem to ſpeak it with a confelows Meaning, 
Are you then married? | 
Lou. Unfortunately ſo. | 
Mar. And has it provd a Curſe to you ? 
Lon. It has indeed - And is the only Cauſe, 
That I am now unhappy. 
Mar. But this Diſcourſe ill ſuits with my Con- 
dition, 
For 
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For I am happy to my utmoſt Wiſh, 
Bleſs'd with a Man, whoſe Temper ſuits my own, 
In ev'ry Manner form d, to pleaſe, and charm me, 
Our Happineſs can only be diſturb'd, 
By ſome unlikely Frowns from envious Fate. 
Lou. Be not ſecure of Happineſs too ſoon, 
Leſt, when you think it moſt compleat, and firm; 
Some unknown Diſappointment may ariſe, 
And change your boaſted Pleaſure, into Pain. 
Mar. What can I fear? who, loye, arid am 
belov'd. 
Lou. Some unexpected Turn, may change the 
| Face 
Of your Afairs---Sickneſs, or Poverty, 
May interrupt the Current of your Joys, 
A Thouſand nameleſs Things, may come to paſs : 
The dark, unfear'd, Viciſſitudes of Life. 
Mar. Im arm'd againſt the worſt that can be- 
fall me. 
Log. O be not obſtinate, but think again, 
Is there no Stroke cou'd reach this guarded Heart ? 
Mar. None, none, tis out of Fortune's pow'r 
_ focrofs 
My Love. 
£0. Suppoſe, that Belladine--—Yer hold a 
| while, | 
And let me not be raſh. Aſide. 
Mar. Aſide.] Tis plain this is a Friend of the 
| Deceag'd. 
Speak, I intreat you, Sir, what wou d you ſay ! ; 
Lou. Suppoſe your Lord ſhou d have another 
Wife? 


Mor: The Suppoſition ſhocks me to the Soul ! 
F Lou. 
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Lou. How !—Does it make you then already 
ſtart? | 
Whither is all your Reſolution fled ? 
Mar. O name it not, leſt I ſhou'd dream i 
true, 
And 'ſtead of Joy, which, flatter* d my fond Howes 
Inceſſant Sorrow thou'd ſupply its . 
Lou. My Heart can witneſs, 
"Tis with ſincere Reluctance, that I come, 
To be the Meſſenger of News like this, 
But tis, alas, too true, that Guilt is his. 
Mar. What then are all the ſolemn Oaths of 
Men, 
If Belladine is falſe ? 
Lon. 1 ere to ſee your Team — Angels ſup- 
port you 
Mar. O Heay ns! what firſt inſpir d my Kin- 
dling Flame, 
Now bids it fade, and all my Glories rial. 
Ye Pow'rs, who, have Compaſſion for the 
Wretched, 
Preſerve my Innocence from ſuch Def! pair; 
I was too fond of that, which, now forſakes me, 
Peace, and Content, will never find me more: 
I'm loſt in Woe, diſtracted, and forlorn, 
Driy'n, and betray d, to baſeſt Miſery, 
O take me from the World, ſome kinder Pow ! 
Or elſe, at once, deprive me of my Reaſon, 
That I may quite forget, I ever lov'd: 
But why do I give way to Grief ? Im ſure, 
It cannot be Ill not believe it true, 
For Belladine can never be ſo falſe—— 
: 11s nothing, but a ſtudied Trick, contriv'd 
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On purpoſe, to prevent our Happineſs 
Lou. May I ner taſte the Joys we hope from 
 Heavn, 
If it be leſs than Truth. 
Mar. Tl not believe it, 
'Tis a Contrivance all, a meer Deſign, 
Form'd' by his Father's Friends, to blaſt our Joys, 
And you're the abject Tool to vent their Malice. 
Lou. By all my Hopes, ſhe loves him ftill !— 
doats on him ! | 
What ſhall I do?—If I declare my ſelf 
Th'unhappy Wretch, ſhe'll but inſult me more. 
LA lde. 
This Treatment ill rewards my gen'rous Care, 
But, Madam, know, tho' I'm above the reach, 
Of Scandal's blaſting Pow'r, I can reſent 
An Injury that's done my Honour. 
Mar. Why ſure thou wou'dſt not draw thy 
Sword upon me, 
That but confirms, what J believe thou art, 
Some baſe-born Wretch, that Guilt, and Shame 
ſupports. | 
Lou. We are alone, and none to interrupt 
The Puniſhment, that's due to ſuch a Wrong, 
The haughty Rival of my injur'd Love, 
Shall fall a Victim to Revenge—no more Draws. 
III ſuffer thy affrontive Arrogance ; 


| 
[ 


' 
5 
j 
1 , 
g 
| 1 
* 
| 1 
| 
1 
f 
1 
1 
. 
| | 
4 ' 
| 
* 7 
1 


36 Fatal Far snoop; vr, 


SCENE IV. 


Maria, Louiſa, and Belladine. 


Bel. Amazement ! What vile Ruffian's this, 
that dares 


Aſſault my helpleſs Love! > 


Lon. Dar'ſt thou appear 7---This then to thee. 
Bel. There's your Reward. [ They fight, 
ff 5 Louiſa drops. 
Mar. Alas, he's kill d ! MITE ET 

Lou. My Fate, and I wou'd have it ſo 
The Hand, which, once, was kindly join d to mine, 
Has now releas d me from my ſacred Vow, 
And frees me from a Life, of Pain, and Sorrow. 

Bel. Say'ſt thou ?>—O Jet me view thy Face 
What have I done !---Art thou not Louiſa? 

Lou. I am that miſerable Wretch, | 
Your injurd, dying Wife. 

Mar. Then I am loft indeed. 

Bel. Where ſhall I run, to ſcreen my ſelf 
From this unhappy Deed, this unforeſeen Event 
The flatt'ring Scene of "Joy i is fled away, 

And left me plung'd in endleſs — 
Im tortur'd more than Nature can ſuppor 

Mar. O Belladine! thou haſt — thy ſelf, 

And me We never muſt be happy more — 


Canſt thou forgive the Treſpaſs of Gy Tongue, 
That rouz d thy Anger? 


Lou. I do, moſt willingly. 
Bel. 1 too muſt beg Forgiveneſs of you both, 
E er I can take Revenge upon my ſelf, 
For robbing you of what I can't reſtore, T, gr” 
n 
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And making you, as wretched as my felf, [To 
Maria. 

Lou. May Heav'n forgive you, for I freely do, 

And may your Days be happy with Maria; 

O may ſhe never feel ſuch Agonies 

As mine, which, ſtill purſue my lateſt Breath. 
Mar. How can pay thisGoodneſs back again? 

Thou kindeſt, tend'reft, ſure, of all thy Sex, 

Grief, like a Tempeſt, rages in my Breaſt, 

And my poor Heart's fo full, it interrupts 

The Motion of my Tongue. | 
Bel. And wilt thou — to ſuffer him, 


Whoſe guilty Hand has ta en away thy Life, 


To throw himſelf beneath thy Feet, and weep, 
Tears of unutterable Penitence. 
Lou. Sharp, bitter Pangs, are working now 
upon me, 
Drops of cold Sweat, run down my fading Cheeks, 
And warn me to prepare for inſtant Death; 
Ves I am ſinking, to the ſilent Grave, 
There I ſhall reſt ſecure from human Pains, 
Free, from the Torment of my hopeleſs Love, 
And the ill Uſage of ungrateful Man: 
I feel a Weight that preſſes me to Earth, 
And bend beneath its Pow'r--But with my laſt,” 
My parting Breath, I do forgiye, and bleſs you. 
| [Dies. 
Mar. Behold, what thy ilbfated Love has 
done? 
Bel. O mention it no more, 
Leſt the curs d Thought ſhou'd hurry me to 
Frenzy. 


Mar. What can we do? 
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Bel. O my Maria! let us now embrace, 
Thus cirel'd with Misfortunes, thus diftreſs d, 
Bleſs d in the midſt of final Wretchedneſs. 

Mar. Yet fiy--your Safety bids you haſte from 

hence, 
Leſt ill-tim d Tenderneſs betrays your Life. 

Bel. That is condemn'd already 
A hundred Lives wou'd be too few, Maria, 

To expiate the Wrongs I have done you both, 

This Night, in which, I hop'd thou wou dit hayc 
bleſs'd me, : 

With all, that ardent Love ond fondly wiſh, 

Muſt be the laſt of wretched Belladine. 

Mar. Then will I rove diſtracted thro the 

r 

Drive Peace, and Reſt W in the Streets, 

Spread my loud Miſery- O Bellagdine | . 

Tho thou haſt hence forth ruin'd my Content, 

I am grown fonder ſince our Fortunes chang'd, 

Love has found means to make thee dearer to me, 

The Moment I muſt leave thee. 

Bel. O let me hold thee long within my Arms, 
Tis the laſt Time I cer ſhall find thee near me, 
And tho' to part, my Pangs, are ſure, more ſharp, 
Than thoſc, which, from the Body, force the Soul, 
Yet, we muſt part, (O fatal Word!) for ever. 

Going. 

Mar. Ah; whither! whither! do nol yet for- 

ſake me, 

Life is no more, unleſs you ſtay to bleſs me. 

Bel. I wou'd not wiſh to leave thee thus in 

Sorrow, 


But I am furmon'd, and in haſte to go 
Come 
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Come to my Arms once n thou matehleſs 
Charmer, 
Yet why ?---for 'tis in vain to think of Bliſs, 
Since Fate inevitable, tears me from thee, . 
And Fondneſs only aggravates my Loſs. 
Mar. Ha! ne fatal, 20S +4 ane Viſit! 


SCENE V. 


Belladine, Maria, and Rainford, 


Rain. I come to ſearch for that ungrateful 
Man, | 
Who, undeſerving, has * my Siſter, 
Mournful Loui ſas Husband, Belladrne ! 
Bel. Thou ſeeſt him-—ſay, what wou'd thy 
Purpoſe urge ? 


Rain. The gat Revenge chat ſuch a Wrong 


requires, 
Louiſas Injuries I make my own ;. 
You married her. 

Bel. I did, to pleaſe a Father's Will, and croſs 
21 my own: 9 4 7 
This, was the only Bride of my Deſires, 

The earlieſt Object of my youthful Love, 
Mine, by a ſecret Vow, that paſs'd between us, 
To Men unknown but ſacred to our Souls; 
And ratify'd this Morning at the Altar. 
This was the Claim of Love, and I diſcloſe it, 
Fearleſs, and holding you at light Defiance : 
Since you dare threaten, tho your Cauſe is juſt, 
| 1 have a Heart, that ſhall defend my Crime, 
If ſuch it is, I think it none--And know, 
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My Will thy Guide, to penetrate my Heart. 


13— n to ay Will, 
That ſoon can find a Way to cheek: your Info 
lence. 
Mar. * nat his Words; nor ungen to his 
Rag 
For His Migfortunes nd, eod make bim he 
_ And doſt thou brave me in a Cauſe ſo 
ult ? * 
＋ hinle ' thou Tm branded with a Coward' 
Name, 
_ Tamely to ſuffer thee to wrong my Houſe, 
And bear thy proud, inſulting Menaces? 
I ſcorn thee for the Thought. | 
Bel. Away, thou can'ſt but talk. _ 
Rain. Thou t find that I can let Reſentment 
looſe, 
And fairly puniſh thee as thou deſeryſt, 
Thou can'ſt not ſcape the Juſtice of my "Sword 
If Heav'n defends the Brave, and Innocent 
Ha !—Blood !— 'tis ſhe, ſtain'd with the purple 
Stream: | 
Now, may immortal Ruin be my Portion, 
If I go hence, till I revenge her Murder. Draws. 
[ They fight——Belladine drops. 
Bel. Thus, then, T'll meet thee to receive thy 


Point. 
Mar. Help! Help! Help!— [Exit 
Bel. The Crime of Murder's "_ puniſh'd 
now, 


Rain. Say, Belladine, whence came my Siſter's 
— 


Bel. 


ſo- 
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Bel. Entring but now, all ignorant who ſhe 
— * 
In that Diſguiſe I ſaw her in the Act, 
To plunge her Sword into Maria's Breaſt ; 
I drew, when ftrait ſhe fell upon my Sword, 
As I have done on thine This was our Fate. 
Be careful of Maria---Something tells me, 
My hov'Ting Soul is now upon its Flight, 
To ſome remoter Regions, yet unknown; 
Where it muſt render up a juſt Account, 
Of this unhappy State, of human F railty :— 


After what's paſt, Life cou'd be nought, but An- 
guiſh, 


I am well ſatisfy'd with Fate's Decree 

O pity my departing Soul's Diſtreſs ! 

My Conſcience tells me not I've done amiſs, 

But if I have be my Offence forgiven !— 

Kind Death comes on a- pace, to ſet me free, 

From Sorrow inſupportable---Oh !--- | [ Dies. | 
Rain. Farewell, , unhappy Man! Thy Fate's 

ſexeſe: 

I'm wretched too When I look back, and view, 

The melancholy Scene, which cannot fail 

To raiſe Compaſſion in the hardeſt Heart, 

The Woman in me, quite o'ercomes the Man. 


nt 


SCENE VI. 


Kainford and Maria, attended. 
Mar. Where is Belladine 2 Winds bear meto 
him; 
1 will plunge after him to Shades below :— 
2 9 FE 
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Is not the Way too dark ?--No, no, at once, 
Behold the Sun's bright Rays diffuſe their Light, 
And guide me to deſcend- Ah, me - they re gone! 
Ye gentle Breezes waft me to yon Sea! 
Tis cold the whiſtling Winds blow bleak ! ? 
Rain. Alas, ſhe raves ! 
Mar. See, the a ere wide to take me to 
him, 
O cruel !--Clonds of Fire end and ſtop me ! 
They ſcorch my Eyes !---my dizzy Head flies 
round ! 
Heark l -t was the Voice of Belladine--he comes! 
He calls! ---he looks !--=- Behold the bloody | 
Wound, 
Of which, he dy'd--he beckons me !--he ſinks ! 
O ſtay, and take me with thee to thy Grave ! 
Catch him he's fled !---ice, there he glides 
away—— 3 
I'll follow him. 3 (Exit. 
Rain. Ah, poor Maria! 
Whither will this ungovern'd Madneſs drive the? 
Diſtraction ſhoots a Wildneſs from her Eyes :-- 
And yet, her wondrous Beauty, like the 75 
Shines thro' the clouded Veil, and charms in 
Sorrow: 
Reflection ſtings my Soul! My Siſter's kill d! 
And the dear Objca of my Love, driven out 
To wild Deſpair !--for ever, ever loſt ! 
O Fortune! Fortune! What a Wietch thon 
mak ſt me. 
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"SCENE VIE. 


Rainford, Manlove, and Wilmot. 


Man. Here, here's the Scene of Death ! [ ix 
Wil. Say, whence this Accident ? 

Rain. My Heart's too full to tell you. 
Man. We met Maria in the Pangs of Death, 


As faſt as one wore off, and loft its — 


Another ſtrong Convulſion ftrait ſucceeded: 


In the ſhort Intervals, her Lips, half opening, 
She ſtrove to ſpeak--but mutt'ring broken Sounds, 


Nothing was underſtood, but Belladime—— 

That Name ſtill dwelt upon her fault ring 
Tongue, 

Till failing quite of Speech, ſhe rais d her Eyes, 

Her beauteous Eyes to Heay'n !--a while, look'd 

earneſt, 

Wept---bow'd her Head--and dy'd, without a 

Groan 
Rain. Then Fate can wound no deeper. 


Man. Thoſe Marriages alone may hope Con- 
tent, 

Where they're united, with a joint Conſent ; 

But when conftrain'd, a Train of Woes attend, 

And Sorrow preſſes Life, to wiſh its End, 

Till welcome Death, to break the Nuptial 
Chain, 

| Graſps one, and ſets the other free again : 
From Sympathy of Souls, Love takes its Date, 
And c can no more, obey the Will, than Fate. 
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775 this _ when Britiſh Growth is miſſing, 
11.14, bay * Stilts, io climb, 10 Ki, ing; 
Il dares 257 An hope your Pardon granted, 
Who pi 5 a Man more Woman 1 than' be wanted ! 
Bu" 1, 10 com fort bim, bave been geclaring, 
You can  forgivs Sor, he 1 take your Share in 
Let me loot round. ae Vis my firm ee 
Taue Calls, that Fay, ove. Jour, beſt Occaſion. | 
TwpWivyes! zwhat then £-- Suppoſe em du and twenty | 2 
i L newer roten, © . athers Plenty 4 
And, pr -what Ri ight have you,” to rail at thangin, 
20, al, 55 Gd, or New, 225 live, for ranging? 
FJuſt warm one ” Hopes, to glowing Expettation ; 
7 hen, baulk one in Ibꝰ Nick, of. Provoca'tton? | 

"'Here's your firſtSpouſe, godd, Rev*rend Mrs. Drury; 
B Turns, the 82 of your Smiles, and Fury, 
Has, for an Age; bean Jah in e and Faſhion; 

Lulu ev'ry Care, 10 7 eep ; Sogt bd 775 . ! 
Zet, almoſt, in her View, you quite Tenounce 

Far a h Raman. — Covent. Garden, Bouncer ! 

Hie] fe i ExcLisn Policy lit favours 
Of Want of Wir, not 4 DIVIDE your Favours 
Now here, now there, might balf diſguiſe the Treaſon : 
Or, a wiſe Wife wou d wink; who Pun ſuch Reaſon ! 

Bu. — 10 forget entirely, while you wander, 
Who claims, at Home, the Rights, Jou looſely Jquander, 
O'erturns a Matron's. Peace, however table; 
And proves, if not ungen Lous, pol e unable! 
. Well after all; — ben we 10 longer Pledſe Jes 
ig want of Senſe, and Policy, to Hay? 

Time may befriend | our Hopes !—and, Py that Bleſſing 
Comes, in its Turn, once more, to our poſſeſſing, | 
Grant us one, modeſt, Prayer : and. from that Minule, 

E we Murmur, 2 Manne s in it. 
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